"TAILOR’S DUMMY" 


What was one of the New York’s premier antiquarian 
book dealers doing in an abandoned ice house in Brooklyn at six 
o’clock in the morning? Find the answer to that and you’d find 
who put three bullets in his head. Tom Gallagher, Chief of 
Detectives, N.Y.P.D., told Lenny Schwartz to take care of it. 

At the time, it happened that Lenny had a lot of 
loose strings in his life with the uncomfortable feeling that 
they were being pulled tighter and tighter and sooner than later, 
he would have to break loose. The first snare had come seven 
years ago when Billy Mack’s floating crap game closed down with 
rumor having it that Billy had retired to Florida with a million 
dollars. There had also been a rumor that Inspector Schwartz, 
Manhattan detective commander at the time, had taken fifty 
thousand to look the other way. Except for a hero sandwich he 
had accepted as a patrolman, it was his only bribe in twenty two 
years. But ever since Serpico and the Knapp Commission, the 
barest hint of corruption was enough to get a man booted out. 
Lenny appeared safe since years of watching the Irish mafia 
inside the Department take bribes had shown him how to do it 
professionally. His superiors’ lack of proof was all that had 
saved him. 

Lenny had rationalized the money as needed to send 


Paul to Yale. As an Old Blue himself, he thought it only right to 


give his son a good start in life. His now dead first wife had 
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extracted such a promise and Lenny had taken advantage of it to 
lay his usually moral principles aside. It had occurred to him 
that Paul might have worked his way through school, as he himself 
had, but with tuition going at ten thousand a year, that argument 
quickly faded away. His stubborn resolve to see his kid at Yale 
was all that mattered. 

They couldn’t throw him out but his police career 
stayed barely alive. Any chance of advancing to a four star 
chief, like his old partner, Tom Gallagher, was gone. Instead, 
the brass used him as the resident egghead on special research 
projects. He began rusting away in back rooms and having bad 
dreams. Starved for action, his head was feeding on his former 
cases and the near misses were making him wake up at night with a 
phantom gun at his head. Unable to sleep he would console himself 
with how well Paul was doing at school, even though relations 
with the boy had continued strained. Paul never talked about the 
bribe rumor but Lenny knew it was there. Yet, with some of the 
other father-son connections he’d seen, he figured he could live 
with his. 

What really made his life was Karen. That beautiful, 
brilliant woman who stoked his fires morning, noon and night. 
Theirs wasn’t a chemistry. It was spontaneous combustion. Each 
time they made love, it was better than the time before as they 
explored every nuance of sensation. And as Karen had whispered 


after one of her many orgasmic explosions...who said 
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intellectuals didn’t know how to fuck. The heat their shameless 
lovemaking created was enough to mist the windows for they were 
that rare couple who enjoyed one another inside and out and from 
top to bottom. Their respect was mutual..their admiration 
boundless and each thought the other one of the wisest people in 
the world. Having met at a book auction there was no question of 
their suitability. Karen was a bibliophilic scholar and a former 
director of the Rare Book Department of the Philadelphia Public 
Library whose services were now used by the prestigious Morgan 
Library, among others. With Lenny’s book collection overflowing 
into the closets and kitchen of their Brooklyn brownstone, theirs 
was a marriage to be cherished. Though Karen, Paul and books had 
combined to keep the lid on his volcano, Lenny’s restlessness was 


threatening to burst out of his imposed exile. 


When Tom Gallagher called him in, Lenny carried a 
mixed bag.He was suspicious that the Department was trying to 
set him up.Though he trusted his old friend, the man was after 
all, highly political and Lenny had been out in the cold too long 
to move close to the fire too fast. Gallagher’s explanation 
seemed reasonable enough. Andre Horvay, the murdered man, had 
been prominent in the city’s intellectual life and the P.C. 
wanted a fast writeoff. Gallagher had talked him into giving it 
to the Department’s own intellectual. It was a chance for Lenny 
to get off the shit list by making the P.C. look good. As his 


suspicion still came through the cracks, Gallagher yelled "dumb 


bastard” and that his own ass was on the line if Lenny fucked up. 
Lenny mumbled half an oeteee and was gone. Later, he would tell 
Gallagher that if he’d known what he was getting into, he would 
have shoved his badge in Gallagher’s ear and turned in his 
papers. At that moment however, he was reluctantly pleased. Not 
only was he back on a case but it was made to order for him. Rare 
books. He had lucked out. He’d be able to prowl around in the 
still corridors and the huge silent rooms where guards patrolled 
the treasures of the printed word for this had been the dead 
man’s world. 

But as Lenny quickly discovered, Andre Horvay had 
lived in another world as well. At night, he had searched for the 
rough trade of the gay bars and their 1980’s version of 
slaughter on Tenth Avenue. Lenny figured it as too easy an 
answer. Male whores didn’t carry guns. How could they? With tight 
pants and clinging shirts, a gun was a dead giveaway. Besides, 
the murder had been a perfect drill job. Fifteen feet away and 
right on the money. This was no fag killing. Someone had put out 
a contract on Andre Horvay and Lenny prayed he was from upper 
Madison Avenue. Any excuse to examine a Gutenberg bible close up. 
But first he knew Gallagher would have to show the P.C. how hard 
he was working so he padlocked three of the heavier beef parlors 
until a parade of outraged owners paraded into headquarters, one 
of whom gave up a scared Puerto Rican from the Bronx who had 
serviced Horvay in the front seat of his Porsche. Witnesses had 


seen the boy return to the bar after the soon to be corpse drove 


off. With that door closed, Lenny was on his way back to where 
his instincts had first told him to go. Uptown, where books were 
kept under glass and the money they brought, in locked vaults. 

Lenny began turning over Horvay’s life and found 
that as a dealer in early printing he’d had, over the last few 
years, a run of extraordinary luck. Each time he traveled abroad, 
he had managed to unearth some extremely valuable early fifteenth 
century books. Holland, especially, had proven to be a fertile 
source, as the antiquarian specialist had bought several rarities 
from a Dutch Baron whose family had owned the books for 
centuries. 

When he talked it over that night in bed with Karen, 
she told him that the books had been authenticated by the world’s 
leading authority on early printing. Marguerite Seriac, curator 
at the Claiborne Library Foundation, had given them her blessing. 
Karen seemed reluctant to discuss Marguerite. He put it down to 
professional jealousy and then promptly forgot the woman as Karen 
moved her naked body onto his and he gratefully rose to the 
occasion. Later, resting in her arms, he confessed his fears that 
the Department was setting him up. Even after all this time, they 
could still want to get rid of him. Tom Gallagher, she protested? 
He was his friend. Yeah..and that made it hard. But Lenny was 
still a cop and he knew the world was shit. The only place he was 


safe was here. They joined bodies and slept. 


Across the river, a solitary jogger ina green 


running suit came out of a tunnel in Central Park and headed for 
a statue half hidden in the early morning light. There, he saw 
the man waiting for him, as he had the time before. He was tall 
and the body suggested a waiting strength. The jogger was cold 
and hurried forward. He passed a rather thick envelope into the 
man’s hands and offered that his employer was well pleased with 


the Horvay matter. 


When the phone rang in Lenny’s bedroom, it seemed as 
if they had just fallen asleep. He recognized Eric Hansen’s 


voice, a detective on Gallagher’s staff. They needed him. 


The frozen corpse had been left there for him to 
see. A man in a green jogging suit seated in the lap of Hans 
Christian Andersen, next to the shiny nose rubbed smooth by 
generations of children. The forensics specialist welcomed him 
back to the wars and pointed out the dark blue stain just below 
the eyes where the bone nose had penetrated the brain. He had 
learned to expect shrewd answers from Lenny and he wasn’t 
disappointed. It looked like a Green Beret or Ranger trick. Two 
fingers in the nostrils pulling back hard and fast. Another 
professional killing and when detectives on the scene told hin , 
that a quick identity check had revealed the victim had once 
worked for Andre Horvay, Chief Gallagher ordered that Lenny be 
called. 


Maybe Gallagher was setting him up. For what, he 


couldn’t figure out but it was turning out to be one hell of a 

ride. The man he was after appeared to be someone worthy of his 
full attention. But at the moment, here in Marguerite Seriac’s 

office, he was giving his full attention to a stunning, full 


bosomed beauty, who stared out at him from behind a nineteenth 


century Sheraton desk, with the coldest gray smile he’d seen ina 
lifetime of looking at cold gray smiles. Visits from a cop seemed 
to produce that reaction. At the same time, Lenny understood why 
Karen hadn’t been crazy about him interviewing Marguerite. His 
mind immediately undressed her and wondered what she’d be like in 
bed. Karen had so sensitized him to sex that his nerve ends 
immediately picked up any woman who was on his erotic wavelength. 
But all Marguerite seemed to be interested in at the moment was 
answering the questions of this clod detective and getting him 
out of her office. Her only connection with Horvay was 
professional and many dealers brought books to her for 
evaluation. Surely his wife would be able to explain the 
procedure. Lenny thanked her for her kind assistance and 
suggested that the incunabula exhibition in the downstairs hall 
was missing several important pieces. He advised that the 
Huntington Library in California might be willing to lend the 
Vita Christi by Ludolphus de Saxonia printed in Lisbon, as she 
knew, in 1481. Leaving, he had the satisfaction of seeing 


Marguerite look as if she had been slapped with a dead fish. 


Her irritation had turned to anticipation an hour 


later as the taxi deposited her outside John Sheridan’s loft. An 
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abandoned garage had been turned into a stunning duplex and 
Marguerite never failed to admire its superb furnishings in the 
three months she’d been coming here. She and Sheridan had met at 
a benefit for the Metropolitan Museum and they had flashed on to 
one another almost immediately. As a connoisseur in more than 
rare books, she could safely say it was the best love making she 
had ever experienced. The sense of cruelty she felt in him more 
than matched her own and probably was the root of the attraction 
she felt. If she had known that Sheridan had killed two men in 
the last week, plus a good assortment of others, his attraction 
might have been diminished somewhat. But at the moment, she was 
sipping some excellent chardonnay and feeling his strong hands 
massaging the back of her neck as she complained about the 
tension of her day and especially that gross policeman who had 
come to see her. Naturally, this interested Sheridan and she told 
him about Lenny’s investigation of Andre Horvay’s murder. But the 
way he was making her feel, she didn’t want to talk anymore as 
her naked body sank onto the bed and she felt those exquisite 
touches of pain and unbearable pleasure as he touched her body as 
no man had before. 

After Marguerite had taken her reluctant leave, P 
Sheridan entered his study and turned on his computer. He 
contacted an information index and typed out Lenny’s name. Within 
seconds, his screen began unscrolling Lenny’s personal history. 


Age, place of birth, Yale graduate, all the details, including a 


story about his transfer as Borough detective commander to a 
research project. Sheridan studied the screen for a moment and 


then as he downloaded the information proceeded to dress. 


The information index had failed to mention that 
Lenny liked good food, another passion he was engaging in with 
Karen at one of their favorite French restaurants. But there was 
more on his mind than the elegant dinner they were savoring for 
he had asked Karen to find out what the profession was saying 
about Andre Horvay. But the wine had warmed them and it was hard 
listening to Karen as she said that a few experts, herself among 
them, were skeptical of the rare books Horvay had found. What 
about the paper, the ink..he managed to ask, as her foot traveled 
up his leg beneath the table. It all checked out, she replied but 
with technology, anything can be anything. What bothered her was 
Horvay’s luck in finding the books. The odds were so great..and 
that was the end of their working day as the waiter asked for the 
dessert order. They replied by paying the check and hurrying from 


the restaurant. 


A call from Gallagher the next morning told Lenny 
the P.C. had asked what the resident genius was up to, namely 
him. All he seemed to be doing was going to book shops and 


" 


running home to Karen..not that he blamed him. 
! 


You doing 


surveillance on me, Lenny demanded? "When’s the day you couldn’t 


’ 


make a tail," was the reply. Gallagher just wanted him to know 
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that action was expected and action wasn’t what they were 
getting. Lenny needed a ues help. The Chief’s timing was 
impeccable for the doorbell rang and Karen opened. it to admit 
Detective Eric Hansen. Is he watching me or working for 


" 


me...Lenny asked Gallagher." Don’t be a dumb bastard, Lenny. I’m 
trying to make your life easier. Now find the button man who 
whacked these two fags." 

Hansen wasn’t a bad guy and Lenny needed some 
footslogging anyway. Over coffee and bran muffins he ran down his 
wants. Horvay’s bank accounts, friends, enemies, boyfriends. As 
for the jogger in Hans Christian Anderson’s lap, he was to be 
kept on hold. Since both victims were connected, the shortest 


distance between them was the killer. They would try for the 


Readers Digest.,version. Facts cut to the bone. 


Later that day, John Sheridan appeared at the Morgan 
Library. He asked to see some rare 1510 bindings done by Boule in 
Paris. Permission would have to be granted, he was told. 
Sheridan’s charm and bearing denoted a man of breeding 
and the clerk was easily persuaded to call the person responsible 
for the collection. When Karen came down in response to the 
request, she was prepared to refuse but neither was she prepared 
for John Sheridan. It took a great steeling of will to resist the 
strong attraction she felt for she herself had been sensitized by 
Lenny. Her face retained its scholarly mask but inside she was 


having a quick fantasy of what it would be like to make love with 


slut 
this remarkable looking man. The bindings were of course his to 
examine. He thanked her and turned to the clerk to receive them. 
She left without a backward glance but she felt the current still 


running. 


Meanwhile, John Sheridan, very much interested in 
Lenny, was following him. For a moment, he had the feeling he was 
back in the jungle tracking the enemy...and Lenny was an enemy 
who was after his life and Sheridan would make sure that it was 
the hunter who died first...if necessary. 

When Lenny came out of the custom tailors who had 
served Horvay, it took him only a few blocks to pick up the tail. 
Whoever it was knew his business and Lenny caught only an elusive 
flash here and there. Inside of a few minutes, he had made a few 
rapid crisscrosses and was able to step out behind his pursuer as 
he passed by and bring him to the ground with a savage tackle. As 
the two men grappled before some startled spectators, Lenny heard 
his name being yelled and it took several seconds until he 
realized it was coming from the man with whom he was struggling. 
It was Eric Hansen. He had been trying to catch up with Lenny, he 
explained, catching his breath. He had the information asked for 
on Horvay. Lenny was skeptical and accused him of trying to run a 
surveillance. From an unseen vantage point, Sheridan observed the 
two men arguing. Hansen denied he’d been following Lenny and 


insisted that he had wanted this assignment. He’d always admired 


Lenny and knew he was one of the best detectives in the 
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department and that he’d had a dirty break. He would do whatever 
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Inspector Schwartz ordered. Nothing much Lenny could say after 
that except to ask Hansen to check out the relationship of Horvay 
and the dead man in the park. What was the key that both had to 
be killed? 

As Lenny entered his car, he figured that Hansen was 
a good cop and probably on the level. Still, the hero worship 
embarrassed him and putting Hansen to work couldn’t hurt. He was 
a smart cop and he just might come up with something. At the 
worst it would keep him out of his hair, in case he was working 
for Gallagher, while he went up to Yale to see his old mentor, 


Fritz Bernardi. 


No matter how many times Lenny had been through the 
Beinecke Rare Book Library, he still felt a sense of excitement. 
The light filtering in through the translucent marble walls 
reminded him of the great window at Chartres. And down in the 
catacombs where he so often had been privileged to study some of 
civilization’s greatest books he moved quietly and with 
reverence. 

Fritz Bernardi had long retired as curator but he 
continued to live on campus so he could visit each day and work, 
on his history of the book as art. To Lenny, this lovely old man 
reminded him of pictures of Moses on the Mount that he.had seen 
as a child. And it was Fritz he asked for his opinion of the 


books that Andre Horvay had found. Not much, was the blunt 
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answer. Oh, they seemed genuine all right but the feel was 
missing. The feel of a book that has gone through the centuries. 
He couldn’t prove it and all the tests had been affirmative but 
Fritz refused to believe his eyes. Then they were forgeries, 
Lenny summed up. All Fritz would add is that men like Horvay were 
not lovers of books. They were businessmen. 

Lenny left the Beinecke feeling he had done more 
than just indulge his nostalgia. If there was some question about 
the books being genuine, the motive was simple. At least he had 
made a start through the labyrinth. As he turned to cross the 
quadrangle a tall, muscular man crossed his path. He had seen him 
earlier inside the Beinecke and had reacted with a vague feeling 
of recognition. Now as the man came toward him, his name clicked 
on. "Are you John Sheridan?" Indeed it was. It had been over 
twenty years but his former classmate looked in great shape. They 
quickly caught up on the present. Each lived in New York. One was 
a policeman, the other a financial consultant. Sheridan explained 
he’d come up to New Haven to see the exhibit at the Yale Art 
Gallery. Great show on the German expressionists. He remembered 
Lenny had been captain of the track team. Did he still run? Every 
morning it didn’t rain. In Prospect Park, near where he lived. 
Sheridan used Central Park and as they chatted, Lenny invited him 
to run with him in Brooklyn and gave him his number. Sheridan 
replied he’d take him up on it and watched Lenny hurry off to 


meet his son. 


Lenny wished he hadn’t. As usual, Paul seemed to be 


holding back. He was polite and tried to be friendly but he was 
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also uncomfortable. Lenny hid his hurt and said he had to get 
back to New York. They shook hands but Lenny had to restrain 


himself from kissing the boy as his father had kissed him. 


That night, as they lay in bed, he told Karen about 
Sheridan for the man had rushed back into his memory. He was one 
of those polite anti semites who let you know quietly that you 
were in on a pass. Even that afternoon he had sensed it all over 
again for Sheridan had a way of looking at your clothes with a 
barely concealed amusement. Sheridan always looked as if he were 
on his way to a banker’s meeting and Lenny looked like he was 
going to shoot baskets in the schoolyard. He was angry at himself 
for asking Sheridan to run with him. Why would he be interested 
in the company of a Jewish cop? As Karen kissed him and began to 
stroke his body, the phone rang. It was Sheridan. Tomorrow was 
Sunday so he thought he could call this late. Would Lenny like to 


run tomorrow morning? Say, seven o’clock? 


Sheridan’s Bentley pulled up to Lenny’s house 
almost to the minute. They crossed the street into Prospect Park 
and started out at an easy pace on a cross country course that , 
would test the most experienced runner. A subtle current began 
flowing between the two. A subtle challenge as each picked up the 


pace. For the most part they were all alone and if Sheridan was 


to attempt anything, there was plenty of opportunity. At one 
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time, he disappeared and Lenny thought he had left him far behind 
but then he heard his steps behind him and they were again 
running neck and neck. Lenny admired his endurance. He tried to 
remember what his sport had been and thought it might have been 
football. They were running at full speed now and as they came by 
the parking lot, something whizzed by Lenny’s ear and crashed to 
the ground. It was a milk bottle. Instantly, Sheridan fell right, 
rolled over on the ground and took off in a sprint after three 
small black boys who ran off terrified. Lenny was a bit terrified 
himself...of Sheridan. "Devils", Sheridan smiled but the way it 
was said made Lenny think he believed in real devils. "Thought I 


was back in ’Nam for a minute. Comon, let’s run," Sheridan ended. 


To an onlooker, their last mile would have seemed a fight to the 
death. Each punished the other as they crossed ravines, ran up 
hills, crossed wet leaves and came out on a narrow trail 

through thick brush. Lenny could hear the straining Sheridan 
behind him but when Lenny came out onto the street, he was a full 
sixty yards ia front. He jogged in place, waiting. Sheridan was 
unsmiling as he came up and congratulated Lenny. 

When they came into the house, Karen had breakfast 
waiting. She almost dropped a dish when she saw Sheridan. He 
smiled pleasantly and Lenny caught the exchange as Sheridan 
explained where they had met. Lenny excused himself for a shower 
and as the hot water hit him, almost collapsed from the nausea of 


the eight miles he had just run, determined to defeat Sheridan. 


Downstairs, Karen felt Sheridan’s strong presence and found 
herself wishing Lenny atk come back. His hand brushed by hers 
as he put down his glass and she could hardly suppress a shudder 
of excitement. With Lenny out of the shower Sheridan went up for 
his. Karen remembered she had to bring some towels. She knocked 
on the door and asked if it was okay to come in. "Sure", his 
voice came through. She entered and he was standing there, fully 
naked, beautiful, glistening with sweat. She stood there feeling 
the heat come into her cheeks as those magnetic eyes of his 
smiled at her. She was fascinated, feeling half faint, almost 
hypnotized. He took the towels and her into his arms and held her 
there, not doing anything but holding her. She trembled and felt 
as if she wanted to kiss his body all over. Then, he released her 
and she backed, out of the room. After Sheridan had left, having 
extracted a promise for a return match, Lenny asked Karen what 
she thought of him. Amazing, she admitted. "Why," he professed 
with surprise? "Just because he’s six-four, strong as iron, from 
an old aristocratic family, unbelievably wealthy, disgustingly 
erudite? Forget him, lady. Does he have the interesting face I 
do? Does he have these dark eyes with dark rings underneath?" 
"Shut up,” she interrupted and she flung herself into his arms 
and held him tighter than she ever had before. In a moment, she 


had pulled Lenny down to the rug. 


There was a message waiting from Gallagher but 


before he could leave the office Eric Hansen had a fat dossier 
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abr, 
on Andre Horvay. He’d been buying two thousand dollar custom made 
cashmere suits for cash. Hansen had checked his tax records and 
he had reported much less than he’d been spending. A Porsche and 
other expensive goodies had also been bought for cash. As to when 
all this started? It began just after Horvay had come up with his 


remarkable finds in Holland. 


Gallagher’s reaction was.."so?" Lenny replied 
impatiently that even a thick mick like him could see that Horvay 
was being paid off as part of a scam. A couple of experts get 
together and phony up some rare books for big money. And who 
pronounces the books as genuine? The authorities who planned it 
in the first place. Horvay and whoever he was working with and he 
had an idea of who the whoever was. Maybe Horvay gota 
little greedy and wanted a bigger cut so a contract went out to 
end the partnership. Gallagher retreated reluctantly. Lenny’s 
turned this into a fraud case. Where’s the evidence and who’s the 
murderer? "That’s the problem, Chief. Afraid I have to take a 
little trip to get all that." When Lenny said Holland, Gallagher 
bat anto tities cigar. How the hell was he going to get money for a 
joy ride to Europe. Lenny could damn well fight his windmills 
over here. Lenny persisted and Gallagher said if he could bring 
something else besides a theory then maybe..just maybe he could 


get the P.C. to spring for the trip. Lenny argued but Gallagher 


had already called for his next visitor to be shown in. 


Marguerite Seriac hadn’t seen Sheridan in a few days 
and she was already wet with anticipation as she awaited his 
arrival. His favorite scent was in her bedroom and her peignoir 
revealed the lovely outline of her body. She opened the door 
quickly and drew him to her. As he undressed, he sipped the 
champagne she had opened and remarked that she had sounded upset 
on the phone about the policeman’s visit to her office that 
afternoon. Her irritation at the memory returned and she said it 
wasn’t that first one, Schwartz. This other detective was looking 
into Horvay’s finances and wanted to see her records about 
commissions and fees. Sheridan absorbed all this quietly, told 
her she had nothing to worry about. It would soon be over. 

Later, after they made love, and he had gently put 
her to sleep, he searched her desk and found the name and address 
of the Baron in Holland from whom Horvay had ostensibly purchased 
the books. When she awakened and sleepily reached for him, he 
held her and said she was to be congratulated on her brilliant 
plan. She had protected her identity by hiring Horvay’s old 
assistant to get him out of the way. Sheridan had followed him 
after the initial contact to learn for whom he was really 
working. Now he would have to protect himself as well. That was 
the last she heard as with an apologetic smile, he snapped her | 
neck. 

That night when he called Lenny’s home to, say he 


would have to postpone the return running match as he would be 


away on business, it was Karen who answered the phone. His voice 
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had the effect she had come to recognize. A desire she resisted 
yet welcomed as he suggested they meet when he returned. When 
later she repeated the message to her husband, all except the 
luncheon invitation of course,he smiled at her seemingly offhand 
dismissal of Sheridan. Lenny put his arms around her and started 
on the road to mecca. She was attracted to Sheridan, he knew 
that. She didn’t have to deny it but Sheridan’s naked body 
flashed across her vision and she played with the temptation as 
Lenny suddenly called her name. She was frightened that she had 
spoken Sheridan’s name aloud but thank God, no. Lenny had just 
been responding to a moan of desire that had escaped her. He 


picked her up and started toward the stairs. 


The discovery of Marguerite Seriac’s body turned into a plane 
ticket for Lenny. The next morning he checked in with the Dutch 
police in Amsterdam. Naturally, Inspector Schwartz would not be 
permitted to carry a gun but they could provide a driver and a 
contact if he should need help of any kind. Lenny thanked them 
and said he’d manage. 

His destination was just a short ride up the Amstel 
to the small village of Ouderkerk. There he’d find the ancestral 
home of Baron Wartena. 

But the Baron had an earlier visitor. Sheridan was 
facing the old man at about the time Lenny’s bus was letting him 
off only a mile away. 


Lenny had been given directions in town and was 
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making his way toward the Baron’s estate. It looked like an old 
Dutch painting. Even in ge rain the tulips spotted the landscape 
with color. There were cows, the windmill and the huddle of 
buildings near the main house and a barn from which smoke was 
slowly drifting upward. It took a moment for the smoke to 
register. He started to run. Jesus, the barn was really on fire. 
The large door was stuck and he had to kick it open. There was a 
sudden shadow between him and the fire and he wished he’d had his 
gun. He moved forward and the shadow turned into an old man, 
hanging at the end of a rope looped over a rafter. He was blue- 
purple and dead. Lenny ran from the barn looking for help. The 
Pubiet door of the main house was open..and the building empty. As 
he hurried through it looking for a phone, he caught a glimpse of 
an old printing press. Lenny came out the back of the house and 
saw a man in a yellow rain suit walking down the road. He called 
out but the man increased his pace and then broke into a run. 
Flight meant guilt and Lenny took off after him. He tried to 
short cut it across the field but the mud was reaching his cuffs 
and he sliced back to the road. 

It was a grueling chase and as Lenny found himself 
gaining on the man, he disappeared around a bend in the road. 
When he reached it, the yellow suited man had disappeared. Ahead 
of him was a boathouse and he ran inside to see him pulling away 
in a rowboat. There was a racing scull on a rack and Lenny 
quickly had it in the water. He’d been in a rowboat in Central 


Park but this was a racing machine and how did you even get into 
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it? You had to step on the strut otherwise you’d go through its 
thin skin. Meantime, the man was losing him way up ahead in the 
canal. Somehow Lenny managed to stay upright in the scull but the 
oars kept turning him in a circle until finally he was able to 
get some forward motion and a passable rhythm going. A stone 
bridge was straight ahead and his oar hit the foundation. He 
pushed off and saw two boys waving to him from above. He called 
out to them about the fire but they didn’t understand and 
continued to wave. The rain increased and he saw that the river 
was going to join another. If the man in yellow had gone the 
other way..tough luck. 

He was getting the hang of the boat now but he was 
surprised at how quickly the current was taking him. He turned 
his head around and there behind him, about half a mile 
downstream he saw the yellow figure in the rowboat. A barge 
seemed to come from out of nowhere and barely missed the scull, 
sending up huge swells that threatened to capsize him. The river 
widened and he saw he was approaching river traffic. Huge 
freighters dominated the horizon and he knew that in the heavy 
downpour he was invisible. He was approaching the harbor in 
Amsterdam. Where was the rowboat? There..up a side canal. He saw 
the blood on his hands now from where the skin had broken through 
from his gripping the oars so tightly. Water swept into the tiny 
scull and he felt the boat going under only to right itself. But 
through the whole nightmare he had been gaining on the yellow man 


who now turned to see him, his face obscured by the hood but the 


sharp report of a pistol reached across the water and Lenny felt 
the bullet slam into his AGT ey Boats and lights loomed up on 
all sides and he desperately tried to make for shore but it was 

too late..all too late as a whirlpool of current spun him around 
and a freighter’s horn bellowed. It smashed into the little scull 


and Lenny found himself thrown into the water as a blow on the 


head took him beneath the waves. 


The Amsterdam papers gave a few lines to a boating 
accident in the harbor and several paragraphs to the apparent 
suicide of Baron Wartena who had been found hanging in his barn. 
The heavy rain had put out the fire and saved the scene for the 
police investigation. In his hospital room Karen read the stories 
to Lenny. She had been in London when the accident happened, on 
her way to surprise him. He had awakened, happy to find himself 
alive. 

In her relief a shaken Karen delivered herself of a 
long suppressed diatribe against police work and then kissed him, 
saying she knew he’d stay a cop until he wanted to leave. And to 
cheer him up, he ought to know that his son had been calling all 
day . That started Lenny talking about what a great kid Paul was 
until the pain in his shoulder wrenched his attention away. Karen 
said the bullet had been deep but there was no permanent damage 
to tendon or bone. 

The policeman who’d been waiting two days to see him 


apologized for the intrusion but surely Inspector Schwartz would 
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understand. Indeed he did but he didn’t know who had shot ‘him. It 
would have to do with the murdered book dealer in New York, the 
Dutch policeman suggested. There had been a nice phone 
conversation with Chief Gallagher to whom he had expressed an 
official apology for Inspector Schwartz’s injury. Later, 
Gallagher himself called and told Lenny not to come back until 
the doctors released him. He’d keep the P.C. cool until then but 
couldn’t Lenny hurry it up? When a nurse came in to say his son 


was calling, Lenny hung up. 


His son had been waiting at JFK when Lenny and Karen 
arrived home in New York a few weeks later. Paul hugged him and 
Lenny’s shoulder hurt like hell but it was worth it. The boy 
stayed over that night and Karen wisely went to work so the two 
could have some time together. She made Lenny promise not to 
leave the house but the minute Paul had gone to Grand Central for 
the New Haven train, Eric Hansen, who couldn’t do enough for his 


wounded boss, drove him downtown. 


The printing on the window was more impressive than 
the plain storefront. L’Associazione Antica Romolo E Remo. On 
either side were painted crossed, small Italian and American 
flags and on the green shaded door, the words, Members Only, an 
admonition that Lenny ignored as he turned the knob and entered. 
A heavy set man approached him but turned aside as he saw the 


gold in Lenny’s hand. A moment later he was seated across from a 
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tall, seventy eight year old man who wore a gray coat over his 
shoulders to ward off his met constant chill. 

Out of politeness, they shared some espresso and 
sighed about the old days and then got down to business. Lenny’s 
business. For his friend Franco knew every contract killer in New 
York, both foreign and domestic. When Lenny named the case, a 
look passed over the old man’s face as if he was looking into an 
open grave. That one, he spat. He was crazy, like ice, no heart. 
Not even uno bruto. Franco had heard of him but never used him. 
Not ’til now..not ’til he was asked for a special man. His name 
was a lie but that was to be expected. Lenny opened a book he had 
been carrying under his arm. It was his Yale Class book and he 
turned to John Sheridan’s picture. Franco peered at the youthful 
face..took off his glasses, cleaned them and peered again. Yes, 
it looked like him but of course, today he was so different. How 
could he be sure...but the eyes. "I wish I could swear it. But 


maybe. That is the best I can say. Maybe.” 


It was raining when John Sheridan left his house 
for his daily run in Central Park. As usual, he was wearing his 
yellow rain gear. Beginning his first lap around the reservoir, 
he failed to see the man who was observing him from behind a 
sheltered spot among the trees. It was Lenny. As he saw Sheridan 
pass by in the yellow suit, his mind flashed back to the.yellow 


suited man running from him in Holland. 


It had been six weeks since his injury and he phoned 
Sheridan to apologize for being unable to run with him but he had 
a three months trial membership in a health club and he invited 


Sheridan to join him. 


From the moment Sheridan walked in, it was apparent 
why he had accepted. The unshakable confidence and control were 
barely covered by the thin veneer of a pleasant smile. He had 
kept this Jew in his place back at school and he meant to impress 
upon him once again as to who was the superior man. But in Lenny 
he was facing a man with twenty additional years of having proved 
to himself who he was. Getting even might have been on his mind 
once but now he was thinking as a cop and he wanted to nail this 
crazy bastard to the wall. 

As they strained their bodies against the equipment 
Lenny began the dueling by asking whether Sheridan knew 
Marguerite Seriac. Surprised, Sheridan replied that he had. 
"Thought you might have since you’re interested in books," Lenny 
went on. "That time you went to the Morgan and Karen cleared you 
to examine those Shakespeare folios. Guess you took English lit 
at school." 

Sheridan seemed distressed. Not only had he known 
her but they had seen each other for awhile. Lenny sympathized 
and then described how she and Andre Horvay probably had 


collaborated in the book forgeries. He hated to disillusion his 


old friend but chances are she was a murderess as well. For a 


moment, Sheridan stopped his bench press. "I know most police see 
devils everywhere but Marguerite?" 

Lenny smiled apologetically. "I didn’t say she did 
the dirty deed. She bought the contract. You know what I meant. 


' 


Comon, Johnny. Stop kidding around.” Lenny pedaled and laughed. 
Sheridan remained silent as he squatted and lifted. "Anyway, 
what’s the difference? No way of tracing the money on the 
books...or the contracts on Horvay and the Dutchman." 

Sheridan stopped and wiped the sweat off his 
forehead. "Dutchman? The one the papers said was a Nazi and hung 
himself?" 

"That’s the baby. But hell,I’m a cop. I’d know how 
to hang a man so it looked like suicide. You too, now that I 
think of it. Yeu were a Green Beret major, right? You ’d know how 


to do it too. No big secret." Lenny grimaced and got off the bike 


as he rubbed his shoulder. "Tired of going nowhere." 


’ 


"Fascinating," Sheridan noted, "but isn’t it all a 
bLitele wise 

"Circumstantial? Damn right. I got it all except the 
killer himself. And that’s the craziest part. In the whole deal I 
figure that he’s only one who’s really innocent.” 

Sheridan hesitated and then unleashed that infuria- 
ting smile. "A paid killer? A Mafia hit man innocent? Your 
superiors know you talk like that?” 


"Why the Mafia, for Christ’s sake? You think they do 


all the killing? This guy’s innocent like all loonies are. 
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"You’re a psychologist too, that it?” 

"You don’t need a PhD on this guy. He’s sure not 
playing with a full deck.” 

Sheridan put his hand up to Lenny’s shoulder. "Six 
weeks? You’re doing all right.” His thumb dug into the scar 
groove. Lenny jumped. "That hurt? Good. Almost no nerve damage. 
Take it from an old soldier. You’1ll be all right if you’re 
careful," he smiled into Lenny’s sweat stained face. 

Lenny thanked him for the good news and proceeded to 
nail down his conviction that he was searching for a fourteen 
carat kook. In evidence he offered the man in the green jogging 
suit who the killer dumped onto the Hans Christian Andersen 
statue. "Now that was the act of a madman. Here’s this poor 
schnook, probably just a delivery boy and this crazy bastard 
decides to have some fun. Listen, sooner or later, he’s going to 
have to show himself. His ego, you know? He has to dare it." 

As if in reply, Sheridan moved to the rowing machine 
and began a long, graceful stroke. Intent on a nautilus machine, 
Lenny said that Karen had been asking for him. She thought he was 
the best looking thing since Cary Grant. Turning, he saw Sheridan 
rowing and the memory clicked on. Christ, the man had balls. 
Aloud, he reminded himself that Sheridan’s sport at Yale hadn’t 
been football. It was rowing. He’d gone to the Henley Regatta in 
England. Sheridan agreed. He had raced in the Diamond Sculls. 

He stopped and stared at Lenny was wincing from the pain of some 


rotations he had started. 
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They were now alone in the room as Sheridan offered 
to show him some massage fede ee he had learned in Asia. They 
might be very helpful. Did Lenny hesitate? Sheridan wasn’t sure 
but then Lenny moved to a table and in a moment felt Sheridan’s 
strong hands on both sides of his neck. The idea, Sheridan 
explained, was to open up the circulation. He instructed Lenny to 
breath slowly and deeply. The steady, rhythmic pulling seemed to 
be having a hypnotic effect as Sheridan began a story about his 
days in Vietnam. In it, you could sense the edge of madness 
for Sheridan talked about command and about weakness and death. 
Some could rule..others were meant to obey. He told a story about 
a white horse that Sheridan shot between the eyes because he 
wanted his troops to know that only the strong could survive out 
there. That caring for a dumb animal who was useless was 
destructive. Sheridan was sure Lenny was asleep for he was 
breathing steadily and heavily. Sheridan leaned over to study him 
and suddenly, Lenny rolled out from underneath Sheridan’s hands 
and abruptly sat up. "Tell me, John. Did you chop up that horse 
and feed it to your guys for hamburger?” 

For the first time, Sheridan momentarily lost his 
cool. "I thought you were asleep. How did you...." Sheridan 
stopped and closed his fists then eased off as Lenny got off the 
table. 

"You’re good with those hands but I used the pain in 


my shoulder to stay awake." 


"I don’t get it. I thought you wanted some help.” 
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"Sure but you know, for instance, how we each could 
put someone to sleep, then string him up. Take it easy, John. 

Only kidding. But that was some story. You are one crazy fucking 
man, you know that?" Lenny smiled the compliment. 

Sheridan: took it that way. "Len, I don’t think 
either of us is what you’d call average..." 

Len was bouncing around on his toes. "What a 
massage. Terrific. Look how loose I am, Well, the right can’t do 
much but at least it’s there." 

"Some open-hand boxing, Len? I promise to be careful 
with the shoulder.” 

It went back and forth and Lenny seemed a setup, 
unable to penetrate until emboldened, Sheridan stuck some stiff 
fingers into the wound. Then he aimed his fist for Lenny’s eye 
who cautioned him not to be naughty. The tide turned swiftly as 
Lenny gave him a boxing lesson. His hand slapped Sheridan’s nose 
like a punching bag and as an attendant passed through and asked 
them to stop, blood was coming from Sheridan’s nose. "Jesus, 
John. Lie down here. Yeah, just put your head back. Here, I’ve 
got some kleenex around. Just a bloody nose. Sorry about that. 

Vion Oma ak didn’t remember you boxed. You set me 
up," Sheridan said, trying to smile. He couldn’t. 

Lenny was bending down over him, grinning. "And I 


didn’t remember you rowed, killer.’ 


Sheridan held the kleenex to his nose. "Killer?" 


"Just an old boxing nickname. I was worried there 


for a while. We were really going. Just as well we didn’t have 
guns. Things were getting ie of control." His sweat dripped down 
onto Sheridan’s face. It took a massive effort on his part not to 
finish it with the Jew right then and there. 


The next night, Sheridan called Lenny’s wife. 


He’d told Karen that he had some information about 
the book forgeries on which he needed her counsel. She knew it 
was probably a lie but Sheridan intrigued her and she thought 
she’d play a little. Maybe flirt and run. In a way, she felt that 
Lenny had even encouraged her, so sure was he that no man could 
make her respond as he did. She showered, did her hair and chose 
her clothes with great care. As the Bentley pulled up outside, 


she had just enough time to make a call. 


Lenny was with Gallagher who agreed that Sheridan 
had an army shrink record that would fit Martin Bormann but what 
good was that. That description fit a few thousand guys. 

Where was the evidence, for Christ’s sake. The phone rang and 
Gallagher pushed the hold button while he lectured Lenny that if 
he was such a genius, he’d have to force Sheridan into a move 
that would close the books. When Gallagher finally took the call, 
he listened a moment, glanced sharply at Lenny then hung up 
heavily. Eric Hansen, his assistant had a message from Karen. 
She’d gone out with Sheridan. She said he’d had something for her 


” 


on the case. There was a long pause. "Lenny..." He looked up. 
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Gallagher sighed. "That wasn’t the kind of move I had in mind." 


Lenny was already moving toward the door. 


They had driven across the Brooklyn Bridge and 
Sheridan had been charming and impossibly handsome. In his loft, 
he had served a marvelous Chardonnay and the wine had flushed 
Karen into thinking this was an even match that she could call 
off whenever she chose. He challenged her by saying she was 
excited because her husband thought he was a murderer. A man 
perhaps as clever as Lenny or even more so. Without warning, she 
found herself swept up in his arms as he said he was going to 
allow her to compare the two men in the only real way a woman 
could. He reached under her dress and as she protested he carried 
her to the bed. She felt his fingers on the back of her neck and 
then the room dimmed. 

She awakened to pain. Like glass cutting across her 
flesh. He was whipping her and the crazy son of a bitch had 
chained her wrists and ankles. She knew then that she was going 
to die. Suddenly, she felt him on her. How could she stop him? 

My God..she was enjoying him through the pain. But the feel of 
Lenny came to her. Where was he? She had to think of something. 
"He knows I’m with you," she managed to get out. "I 


called him from the house.” The whip came down again and again as 
he called her a liar for Lenny never would have let her come. He 


unchained her, warning her not to be reckless. He lay down beside 


her and fondled her breasts when he heard her say, "Bait." 


Sheridan stopped. "What?" 

"Bait," she went on. "I’m bait. He can’t get you any 
other way so he’s setting you up with me." 

At first he was amused and denied the possibility. 
Why would she let herself be used that way? She didn’t know, she 
cried out. He’s crazy. The bastard wants Sheridan so bad that 
he’d take a chance on her being killed. He grabbed her face 
roughly and looked at her. She began to cry. She’d just figured 
it out. It was true. Lenny had an excuse now to kill him. 

His hands were on her neck again. She closed her 
eyes and then felt his hands slip away. He rose and told her to 
get dressed. As she left the bed, he thanked her for the warning. 
He actually thought she was his now, that he had won. Hadn’t she 
helped him? Tried to save him? He knew she would be his. Now 


there was nothing Lenny could do to him. 


As Sheridan and Karen emerged from the building, 
Lenny and Eric Hansen had just pulled up. Hansen was about to 
pull his gun when Lenny shoved a warning elbow at his ribs for 
the two looked as if they were starting out on a stroll. And 
indeed, if Sheridan’s pleasant smile was any indication, that’s 
exactly what they were doing. 

"You going to play the jealous husband, Len?" 

Len offered an apologetic smile. "Well, you 
understand, John. I’m a little nervous about my wife taking a 


stroll with a lunatic." 
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Sheridan laughed. "If you want a confession, 
Inspector, it’s all yours. Your wife and I have just committed 
adultery but since that isn’t a crime in this state, there’s 
nothing you can arrest me for. And I don’t intend to give you any 
reason to do so. Now, would you mind getting out of the way. 
Karen is going to show me the new exhibition at the Morgan 


Library. Come, darling." He held out his arm and she took it. As 
they started off, Karen glanced back at Len and mouthed, "he’s 
got a gun.” 

Hansen was livid. "Smart assed bastard. I’d like to 
kill him myself.” 

"You may get the chance if I can make him blow his 


’ 


cool." As Lenny started after him, Hansen tried to stop him. 
Lenny’s shoulder,he warned. He wasn’t a match for Sheridan. 

"But my feats is. Keep us in sight and when he 
makes a move, call the cops." Lenny hurried forward and caught up 
with Karen and Sheridan at an intersection explaining he’d been 
meaning to see the Morgan show so why didn’t he just tag along.” 

Karen walked between her husband and Sheridan. For 
the next block, Lenny’s voice grew louder and louder as he began 
taunting Sheridan, "Hey, killer. What are you going to do when 
word gets out to all your buddies at the Union League Club that 
you’re just another psycho with a gun. You going to plead 
innocent, reason of insanity?" Sheridan remained unmoved. 


Passersby were looking at them now as Lenny kept up the insults. 


"Maybe we can get you a cashmere straitjacket when they carry you 
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away? Custom tailored. Nothing but the best for you, old sport.” 


v 


Sheridan’s face tightened slightly. "Nice try, you 
Jew bastard. Maybe I ought to offer you a bribe to let me alone. 
You’re pretty good at that, I hear." 

Lenny absorbed it, recovered and only came on 
stronger as the death march went on. He reviled Sheridan, needled 
him that he made Mafia hit men look like choir boys. "Little bits 
of nose bone in the brain. Yeck! "What’d the Commies do to you 
over in ’Vam?" 

They crossed traffic and Sheridan stopped. His voice 
was deadly low. "I could shove you in front of a truck. You know 
what that would do to you?" 

"The point is what would it do to you? Every cop in 
the city would,be after your tuchis. You going to take on the 
whole police force, my dear ubermensch?" 

In response, Sheridan increased his place, pulling 
Karen along and as she looked back at him appealingly, Lenny had 
to stop himself from taking out his gun. 

He yelled after him. "What’s the matter, John? You 
not sure about her? You have to use a little force there? I 
thought you it made." Sheridan quickened his steps and Karen’s 
heels clattered on the sidewalk. "Listen, I might as well werd. 
you the truth. Why I let Karen go to your place. I helped you 
out, buddy. I knew the one you really wanted to fuck was me. And 
since you’re not my type, the best way for you to do it was 


through my wife.” 
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As Sheridan spun, Len fell to one knee and turned 
sideways. He heard the shot and something hit the back of his 
neck. Karen screamed and the street was in chaos as people fled 
in all directions as Sheridan took off. Eric Hansen ran up, 
calling into his radio as Karen put a handkerchief to Len’s neck. 
A piece of flying brick had grazed the skin. 

Sheridan had commandeered a car and was racing 
through the streets like it was LeMans. All Eric Hansen had left 
of him was the description of the car and a terrified woman who 
wanted her new Jaguar back. By now, Tom Gallagher was in the 
Headquarters Communications Room directing the search. Within 
five minutes, Lenny and Hansen had taken over their second police 
car, the first one having crashed into another blue and white. 
Reports came tumbling out of the radio and Lenny confessed to 
Gallagher that he felt Yikes a Keystone cop. As if in reply, a 
chopper reported it had spotted Sheridan on the East River Drive. 
Lenny did a U turn on Fourteenth Street and a few minutes later 
had him in sight. He floored the police car and gained a few 
yards as they flew off the Drive and onto Houston Street. The 
chase continued down the Bowery and onto Delancey Street. One 
side was closed for repairs but Sheridan went right for it, his 
tires spitting out gravel. Lenny slowed down, not risking a 
blowout as Sheridan broke free of the construction and bolted 
onto the Williamsburg Bridge. The police car was starting to 
smoke as Lenny grabbed the only flak vest in the car and told 


Hansen to stay with the radio if the car died. They didn’t have 


long to wait as they came off the bridge and turned onto Roebling 
Street. Hasidic kids et ee yarmulkes were running, their 
side curls swinging, as they pointed to the burning police car. 
The car bucked convulsively and died as Lenny leaped from the 
car,trying to put on his vest as he held a loud-hailer he had 
found in the back seat. As he turned the corner he saw Sheridan’s 
car. It had smashed into a truck, MOISHE MEYEROWITZ, WIGS. The 
street was a mayhem of jumping children, women in bandannas 
leaning over baby carriages and bearded men pointing up the 
street. "That way," they yelled. "A meshunigah with a gun.” 

Lenny looked up the avenue. Sheridan had left a wave 
of panic. Shopkeepers out, traffic stopped, horns blowing, and 


two old men praying. Lenny climbed on to a car roof for a better 


view and glimpsed Sheridan moving like a jungle trained soldier. 


In and out, side to side. Through the hailer, he warned, "This is 
the police. Attention! A very dangerous man is here. Be careful. 
He is tall...wearing a brown jacket." Lenny was about to jump 
down when he had a moment of inspiration. "Keep off the street. 


He is a dangerous anti-semite.” 

Lenny ran up the street. Drenched with sweat beneath 
the flak vest, he was afraid to pull his gun. Useless panic. Too 
many on the sidewalks. A bakery, religious goods, signs in 
Yiddish, Hasidic schools, flowing beards...Warsaw in the 
eighteenth century. The whole panorama flashed by. A hell of a 
place for Sheridan. There was a God after all. Lenny slowed to a 


walk. The door to a shop, three steps down. Its closed sign in 
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the glass panel swinging slightly. There was a small crowd behind 
him and he waved them away. He turned the door handle. It opened. 
Inside, racks and racks of long black coats and ritual vests for 
the Hasidim. The shop was empty. Lenny crouched..as suddenly the 
street door opened and a woman began pushing a carriage inside 
with a small boy clinging to her hand. He yelled for her to get 
out. As he turned back into the shop a shadow flashed across his 
face and a foot slammed into his head as Sheridan landed at the 
carriage and in the same motion pushed it aside. As the screaming 
woman fell backwards, Sheridan was gone. Lenny didn’t dare shoot 
and couldn’t even get out the door. He raised the hailer."Anti- 
semite. He has a gun.” 

As Lenny twisted his way over the bodies and onto 
the sidewalk, he saw Sheridan across the street, the gun in his 
hand but the crowd eetty held Lenny helpless. He watched as an 
enormous bloody aproned man ran out of his butcher shop and 
blocked Sheridan’s path. Sheridan raised his gun but the huge 
fist came down and knocked it away like a fly. Sheridan paused 
for a second, looked at the giant butcher with the yarmulke, then 
turned and ran. 

Lenny took after him and saw the gun at the 
butcher’s feet. Once again they were in a race. He heard sirens 
behind him and a fat policeman appeared from around the corner, 


breathing heavily. 


"Keep everyone away,” Lenny ordered and continued 
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running. Block after block and Lenny felt himself gaining. He 
came out into an Italian ne and saw a man seated on a bench in 
a square aiming his gun. The loud-hailer jerked out of his hand 
and crashed to the pavement. Blood on the back of his hand..but 
not his gun hand. The bastard had another gun. "You’re finished, 
Sheridan," he yelled. But Sheridan was unhearing. 

They were running through industrial areas now. 
Towers, tanks, pipelines.Mountains of rusting junk. Lenny felt 
they had come onto the moon and that somehow Sheridan was going 
to fly off into space. But again he was gaining, and then 
Sheridan stopped and faced him..waiting for Lenny to get in 
range. Lenny approached and warned Sheridan he would kill him if 
he didn’t give up. Sheridan laughed and as he turned to run 
again, Lenny managed to get off a shot. But Sheridan was still 
running and Lenny recognized the area. Newtown Creek. Sheridan 
was heading for a dead end. 

There was chain fencing at the end of the street and 
Sheridan went over the top. Ahead of him was a mound of earth and 
gravel. Weeds and bushes sprang from the top and Sheridan 
disappeared onto the other side. Lenny crawled up..ready to 
finish it one way or another. Sheridan or him. He peered over the 
mound and saw the gun first..lying at the water’s edge. Sheridan 
was a few feet away, sprawled across the big broken stones, his 
hands at his throat. Lenny crawled down and watched blood seeping 
through Sheridan’s fingers. A small red spring. He’d shot him in 


the throat. How had he managed to live that long but then 
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Sheridan opened his eyes. A tiny gargle of a voice said, "Lucky 
Jew." 


" 


"Just a cop," Lenny replied. He put his mouth to 
Sheridan’s ear. "It’s over, John. You can tell me now. It was 
you...wasn’t it." Lenny lifted his head to look at Sheridan and 
the worst smile he had ever dreamed crossed over Sheridan’s cold 
face. It remained and the red hands fell away as the dead blue 
eyes remained open. 


Behind Lenny now, the police. And Gallagher. Was he 


all right? For once in his life, Lenny was silent. 


There was only one way that Karen and Lenny knew 
they could ever forgive the other. When it was done, it was the 


» 
greatest night of lovemaking they had ever known. 


